KHOTAN, CAPITAL OF TUNGANIA
at Kashgar for the short-lived Moslem republic. This was
the same young man of whom we had heard at Gherchen.
Mr. Moldovack asked very precise questions about the
European situation. Then he expressed astonishment at a
speech made by the Japanese Prime Minister to the effect
that it was of paramount importance for Japan to prevent the
U.S.S.R. from getting control in Sinkiang,
It seemed curious listening to the echoes awakened by
world politics in that exile's room behind the triple barrier of
the Himalayas, the Karakorams and the Kuen Lun.
Back at our airy kiosk in the garden. Peter devoured the
three-months-old Times which had been lent him. He found
news of friends and he was rather pleased to see an article of
his own on Manchukuo figuring in the central page. Also I
found a photograph of the author taken with my little Leica
in the illustrated page. Alas, there was no fear of any copies
of my Petit Parisien turning up in Khotan. Heaven only knew
what the latest financial scandal to occupy the French public
might be. So far as Frenchmen were concerned, the con-
tinental policy of Japan was still in the nebulous stage, and
no doubt my articles, though crammed with news of the
existing situation, would be left lying in a drawer until they
became stale. I grew gloomy at the thought,* but Peter in the
meantime was discovering that in his own land a jubilee had
been touchingly celebrated. I looked on as he showed every-
body a photograph of George V in The Tims, telling them
that that was his king, and this the very paper which had sent
him amongst them.
The Two Pillars of Power,
Those two pillars were the arsenal and the mint. The latter
looked ordinary enough. It was a Chinese house, like any
other in the main street except that there was an orderly on
* Justifiably, as I discovered later.
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